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PREFACE. 


ATE expreſſing my Gratitude to the Publick 
for the kind reception they have given to Miz 
Honeycombe, and returning thanks to the Performers 
for their care and uncommon excellence in the Repre- 
ſentation, I did not think of adding any thing further 

dy way of Preface: but my Publiſher infiſts on the ne- 
ceſſity of my ſaying ſomething in behalf of the Piece, 
which, I think, ought to ſpeak for itſelf, and that my 
friend's —_ een 
Qtice inting papers to inſinuate : into 
DIE 
French Theatre, it is true, to tack Examens of their 
| g neere to the Cri- 


8 


fore, ab | Jury 
the Engliſh Court of Criticiſm, allenge, [ 
put mylelf on my Trial for the High Crime of wri- 
ring for the Stage, truſting that their candour will ſend 
me a good deliverance. 

I could, indeed, in compliance with the requeſt of 
| my Publiſher, have obliged the Publick, by printing, 
| ginal Manuſcript, now in my poſſeſſion, 

a2 2 


entire, an orig 
- containing 


lick Rehearſal, with ten thouſand and apprehen- 
fions, that never attend a private one. The Good 
Gentlewoman, hurt at the confuſion, and in pain for 
my ſuccets, tells me with much warmth, and as dog- 
matically as any Male Critick could poſſibly do, that 
She is aſtoniſhed at my attempting to violate the recei- 
ved laws of the Drama. the Cataſtrophe 
(that was really her word) is directly contrary to all 
known rule — That the ſeveral characters, inſtead of 
Leing diſmiſſed, one by one, ſhuul have een in. Juſtri- 
ouſly kept together, to make a bow to the audience at 

the dropping of the curtain That, notwithſtanding 
any confuſion, created by the Girl's whimfical paſſion 
for Novels, inthe courſe of the Piece, all parties ſhould 


having manifeſted ber affeQion for him, ſhould, to be 
ſure, have been married to Scribble; and the Parents 


the following extract from Ben Johnſon, 
the ſame time, defire not to be underſtood to 
myſelf that confidence, with which 
ſpeak of his own abilities. | 
„Though my Cataſtrophe may, in 
« of Candi Lon. woes Tl 4 j 
learned and charitable Critick, to 


reconciled to each other at laſt. Polly, 


a - — 4 — - 
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„This gave me ſome little uneafineſs, e 


his eyes, i 
ty nap he had taken, he cried out, How now Gen- 
tlemen! What ! Is it over then? Are the Afor:s all 
MARRIED? © 
The remainder of the T etter is in theſe words: 
— And then I was the more alarmed at this 


up three years ago, on account 


Jof the FPrinceſs of Orange, having ſince been uſed 


<< on ſeveral occaſions, could by no means be rendered 
capable of going through the preſent —— : 
<< a fix months mourning ! quite a thing impoſſib A 
as 
had juſt got my Blue-Tabby cleaned for the winter's 
«« wear. However, I did not doubt but that, on the 
«« ſtrength of your Farce, my good Friend Luteſtring 
*« would give me credit for two and twenty yards of 
*< Bombazine, to make me up a fack and petticoat 
and accordingly I went immediately up to his Houſe. 
When I got there, Mr. Luteſtring was not at home; 
<< but the Young Man very civilly defired me to walk 
into the little parlour behind the ſhop, till his maſ- 
<< ter's return, and there I found Mrs. Luteſtring, who 
received me with her uſual good-nature. The g 
Woman was fitting alone (the two Gizls being gone, 
| - "= W 


oe. 
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 Mantua-Maker's, 


FASTACE 


it 2 ſeaffoldin in Weſtminſter Abbey) 
induſtriouſſy empl g up her own Mourn- 
ing ; bers Bo — Gowns, juſt come from the 
2 in the window; and black caps, 

black fans, black — Sc. from che milliner's, were 
ſcattered careleſſy about the table, together with 
three or four books, half-bound, and a bulky pam- 
phlet. Theſe I had the curioſity to examine, and 
found them to be, (though much thumbed, and in 
a greaſy condition, indent, for the peruſal of ſuch 
fine ladies) the firſt volume of the Adventures of 


Mx. Loveil, the third volume of Betſy Thoughtleſs, 


the New Atalantis for the year 1760, and the Cata- 
logue of the Circulating I 2 The books I was 
too well acquainted with to be to any fur- 
ther peruſal of them; but (on Mrs. Luteftring' 
being called into the ſhop to ſpeak to a particular 
cuſtomer) I made the incloſed Extract from the Ca- 
talogue, which, as it falls exactly in with your de- 
ſign, I now ſend for your conſideration. Heaven 
bleſs you, My Dear Child! and ſend that 
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_ 
Farce may do ſome good on the giddy Girls of this 


Ave! 


EXTRACT 


Ccowpliihed Rake, 
or the modern fine 

Gentleman. 

Adventures of Miſs Polly 
P—ch—rd and Samuel 
'I'yrrel, Eig. 

J dventures of Jerry Buck. 

Adventures of Dick Haz- 
ard. 

Adventures of Jack Smart. 

Adventures of Lindanita, 
a Lady of Quality. 

Adventures of David Sim- 


ple. 


Adventures of a Turk. 


Adventures of Daphnis : 


and Chloe. 

Adventures of Prince Cler- 
mont and Mad. de Ra- 
Vezan. 

Adventures of Mr. Love]. 

Adventures of Joſeph An- 
Grews. 

Adventures of ble 
Murray. 

Adventures of a Cat. 

Adventures of a Black 
Coat. | 

| Adventures 


w 7 S AF FAST 7A 


SET TRARACTH W 


Adventures of a Rake. 
Adventures of Frank Ham- 


mond. 


Adventures of Mr. George 


Edwards, a Creole. 

* — of a Valet. 
ventures of Captain 
Greenland. 

Adventures of Roderick 
Random. 

Adventures of Peregrine 
Pickle. 

Adventures of Ferdinand 
Count Fathom. 


Agenor and Iſmena, or the 


War of the tender Paſ- 


ſions. 
Amelia, by Mr. Fielding. 
Amelia, or the Diſtreſſed 


Wife. 


& Amours of Philander and 


Sylvia, or Love-letters 
between a Nobleman 
and his Siſter. 
Amorous Friars, or the In- 
trigues of a Convent. 
Anti-Gallican, or the Hiſ- 


tory and Adventures of 


Harry Cobham. 


Anti-Pamela, or feigned 


Innocence detected. 
Apparition, or Female Ca- 

valier, a Story founded 
on Facts. 


Auction. 


Beauty put to its Shifts, or 
the Young Virgin's 8 
Rambles, being ſeveral 
Years 


gland and Portugal. 


» 


Adventurcs of 
Mis & © S & in En- 


Bracelet, or the Fortunate 
Diſcovery ; being the 
Hiſtor y of Miſs Polly ©. 

—_ 

Bubbled Knights, or ſuc- 
ceſsful Contrivances ; 

ialy evincing, in two 

familiar Inſtances lately 
tranſacted i this and 

tropolis, . Folly a 

Unreaſonableneſs o 

rents laying a Re hind 
upon their Childrens In- 
— in the Affairs 
of Love and Marriage. 

Card. 

Chiron, or the mental Op- 
tician. 

Chit-chat, or a Series of 
intereſting Adventures. 

Chryſal, or the Adventures 
of a Guinea, with curi- 

ous Anecdotes. 

Clariſſa, or the Hiſtory of 
a Young Lady; com- 
prehending the moſt im- 
portant Concerns of 
private Life, and parti- 
cularly ſhe wing the Diſ— 
treſſes that may attend 
the Miſconduct both of 
Parents and Children in 
relation to Marriage. 

Cleora, or the Fair Incon- 

ſtant; an avthentick 

Hittory of the Life and 

Adventures of a Lady, 

lately very eminent in 

high Lite. | 

Clidanor and 88 
Novel, deſigned as a 


Specimien 


viii 
of a Collecti- 

on, . m the 
Mind to a ju Way of 


thinking, and a proper 
Manner of behaving in 


os « hm Hiſtory 


of the Amours of Mrs. 


$—n—m. 

Cry, à Dramatick Fable. 

Dalinda, or the Double 
Marriage. 

Devil upon Crutches in En- 
gland, or Night Scenes 
in London. 


Emily, or the Hiſtory of a 
Natural Daughter. 

Fair Adultereſs. | 

Fair Moraliſt. 

Fair Cirizen, or the Ad- 
ventures of Charlotte 

Bellmour. 

Fanny, or the Amours of 


2 1 Young 


Feral Er" ſhew- 
the happy Succeſs 
* Love, in the 
Life of Mademoiſelle 


neton De S © ©. 
Female Baniſhment, or the 

Woman Hater. 
Female Falſhood. 


Fortunate Villager, or 


Memoirs of Sir Andrew 
Thowpſon. 

Fortune - Teller, or the 
Footman Innobled, 


Hiſtory of Two 


. 


Gentleman and Lady of 
Pleaſure $ Amuſement, 
in Eighty-eight Queſti- 
ons, with their An- 
ſwers, on Love and 
Gallantry. To which 
are added, the Adven- 
tures of Sophia, with 


the Hiitory of Frederick 
and Caroline. 
Henrietta. 


—_ of Charlotte Vil- 
Hiſtory of Miſs Kitty N—, 


containing her Amours 
and Adventures in Scot- 
land, Ireland, Jamaica, 
and England. 

Hiſtory of Barbaroſſa and 
Pollyane. 

Hiſtory of Two Perſons of 
Quality, 

Hiſtory of Lavinia Raw- 


lins. 


a Sentimental 


by W. Toldervy. 

Hiſtory of Henry t, 
Eſq; and Miſs Char- 
lotte Evelyn; with ſome 
critical Remarks on co- 
mic Actors, by Mrs. 
Charke. 

Hiftory of Benjamin St. 
Martin, a Fortunate 


Foundling. 
Hiſtory of the Liſe and 


Adventures of Mr. An- 
derſon. 


Hiſtory of Honoria, or the 
Adventures 


rn Ker. ik 


py of a Youn 
Lady; interſperſed wit 
the Hiſtory of Emilia, 
Julia, and others. 
Hiſtory of Betty Barnes. 
Hiſtory of Jemmy and Jen- 


ny Jeſſamy. 
 Hiffory of Dicky Gotham 


and J Doll Clod. 


Hiſtory of Fanny 4 rok 
—_— of Sophia Shake 


pear 

Hiſtory of Sir Charles 
Grandiſon. Lad 

Hiſtory of a Youn y 
of Diſtinction. a 

Hiſtory and Adventures of 

1 A ſatper By 
iſtory of Jaſper Banks. 

Hiſtory of J. Trueman, 


Eſq; and Miſs Peggy 


Williams. 

Hiſtory of Sir Harry Her- 
ald and Sir Edward 
Haunch. 

Hiſtory of Will Ramble, a 
Libertine. 

Hi * of Miſs Polly Wil- 

is. 


g History of my own Life. 


Hiſtory of Lucy Wellers. 
Hiſtory of a Fair Greek, 
who was taken out of a 


Hiſory of Cornelia. 
Hiſtory of Tom Jones, a 
Muu ing. I 
om Jones in 
u Aanes State. 
Hiſtory of two Modern 
N 
T 5 
his Son Joe. ow 

Hiſtory of Miſs Sally Sable. 

Hiſtory of Mira, Daugh- 
ter of Marcio. 

Hiſtory of Amanda, by a 
Young Lady. 

Hiſtory of a Woman of 
Quality, or the Adven- 
tures of Frail. 

Hiſtory of Pompey the 

Little, or the Adven- 

tures of a Lap 


_ Hiſtory of W ilbelmina Su- 


fannah Dormer. 
Hiſtory of Porcia. 
Hiſtory of the Counteſs of 
Dellwyn. 
Hiſtory of Ophelia. 
Hiſtory of the Marchioneſs 
de P , Miſtreſs 


to the French King, and 


firſt Lady of Honour to 
the Queen. 


Heart, or the Ae. 


tures of a Y. Gen- 
tleman. * 


— 


Hiſtories of ſome of the 
Penitents in the Magda- 
len-Houſe. 
Jilts, or Female Fortune- 
hunters. 1 
Impetuous Lover, or 
Guiltleſs Parricide ; 
ſhewing to what length 
Lowe may run, and the 
extreme Folly of form- 
ing Schemes for Futu- 
_. - 
1 mpg Coxcomb. 
Journey through every 
Stage of Likes 
Juvemle Adventures of 
David Ranger, Eſq. 
Juvenile Adventures of 
Miſs Kitty Fiſher. 
Lady's Advocate, or Wit 
and Beauty a Match for 
* and Incon- 
z containing a Se- 
2 Gallantries, In- 
trigues, and Amours, 
fortunate and finiſter ; 
Quarrels and Reconci- 


liations between Lovers, 
Comforts, exations 


and Endearments ; with 
many remarkable Inci- 
dents and Adventures, 
the Effects of Love and 
Jealouſy, Fidelity and 
Inconſtancy. 
Ladies Tales. | 
Life and Adventures of 
Miranda, | 
Life's Progreſs, or the Ad- 
| ventures of Natura. 
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1 and Adventures of 
Joe Thompſon. 
Life of Harriot Stuart. 
Life of Patty Saunders. 
Life and Hiſtory of a Pil- 


LiF. and Adventures of 
Sobrina. 3 | 
Life of Corporal Bates, a 
broken-hearted Soldier. 
Life and Adventures of 
Coll-Jack. | 
Life and Adventures of 
James Ramble, Eſq. 
u_ of Charles Oſborn, 
Life of Mr. 3 a 
ife and Opinions | 
Sukey Shandy, of Bow- 
Street, Gentlewoman. 
Love and Friendſhip, or 
the Fugitive. 
Lydia. * 
iage Act. 
Memoirs of the Counteſs 
of Berci. 
Memoirs of Fanny Hill. 
Memoirs of a Man of 
uality. 
— of 2 of 
John Medley, Eſq. | 
+ of a ds. BY | 
Memoirs of the Shake- 
ſpear's-Head Tavern. 
Memoirs of the celebrated 
Miſs Fanny M 
Memoirs of Sir Ihomas 


ſeph Williams. 
Memoirs of an Oxford 


Scholar. ; 
Memoir? 


FW 


High deedrof Chioale 


Zadig, or the Book of Fate. 

Zara and the Zarazians. 
or Pure Love. 

Oc. c. c. Sc. Ce. oc. 


| ProLOGUE ſpoken by Mr. Kinc, 


ITHER, in days yore, from Spain oy France 
Came a ns 2 1 * m— 
er Briton 7 way char caſt, 

k chain bound faſt. 


= oh 


Chivalry their 
Each Fair a Maid Difef, Jar Knight. 3 


xi PROLOGUE. 


Then might Statira Orondates ſee, 
At Tilts and Tournaments, arm d Cap-a- per. 
She too, W Lance in hand, 
* d ber, pranc d about the land. 
wad to quell, bis fo ſword Cervantes drew. 
A truſty S Tad, Tclodo eras: 
Her Taliſmans and Wand He broken 
Knights, Genii, Caftles——yaniſh'd into Smoke. 
But now, the dear delight of later years, 
The Siſter of Romance appears : 
Leſs folemn is her air, ber drift the ſame, 
4 NoveL ber _ 
OMANCE e grave Forefatbers' pomp, 
But NoveL Loy ig rnb wg 
a's Folios now no longer re 
See, Two Neat Pocket Volumes in their flead ! 
And then ſo ſentimental is che Stile, 
EX yp phe 
elopement, on, rape rapture, 
The total ſum of ev 17 pter. 
Tis not alone the Small-Talk and the Smart, 
. an moſt hr ay” — Heart. 
Miſs 
: 
(a) Thus of our having lightly ſpoke, 
. * ASCE on 
„Te Wits and Fournals, who ne'er fib before, 


„Have laid this Bantling at a certain door, 
« Ih here, lying ſlore of faults, they'd _ beap more, 


« ot warns A 

„ is the firft folly of a femple Yout 
12 44% 4 barlot i. 
« Then cruſb not in the ſbell this —— 
Exert aur favour to a young Beginner, 
Nor uſe the Stripling like a batter'd Sinner! 
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POLLY HONEYCOMBE, 
A 
DramaTick NoveL 

OF 
ONE A CT. 
ee Ng RS RS RS N N 
SCAN RE L 
An Apartment in HONEYCOMBE's Houſe. 


POLLY, with a Bock in ber Hand. 


MEL faid, Sir George! — O the dear 
Man !—But fo - With theſe Words 


w & « the enraptured Baronet [readin ] con- 
ne en. : 


N « cluded his Declaration of Love.” — 
| So !1—<« But what Heart can imagine, 
* [reading] what Tongue deicribe, or what Pen deli- 
« neate, the amiable Conſufion of Emilia ©” — Well! 
Now for it ! Reader, if thou art a courtlyRcader, 
« thou haſt ſeen at polite Tables, iced Cream crim- 

oi ä 


— 


14 POLLY HONEYCOMPBE. 

„ ſoned with Raſberries ; or, if thou art an uncourt- 
ly Reader, thou haſt ſeen the roſy-fingered Morning, 
„ dawning in the golden Eaſt; - Dawning in the 
golden Eaft !—Very pretty !- Thou haſt teen per- 
« haps, [reading] the artificial Vermillion on the 
«© Cheeks of Cleora, or the Vermillion of Nature on 
< thoſe of Sylvia; thou haſt ſeen—in a Word, the 
< Jovely Face of Emilia was overſpread with Bluſhes.“ 
—— This is a moſt beautiful Paſſage, I proteſt ! Well, 
4 Novel for my Money! Lord, Lord, my ſtupid Pa- 
pa has no Taſte. He has no Notion of Humour, 
and Character, and the Senſibility of delicate Feel- 
ing. [Afedtedly] And then Mama, but where 
was? Oh here - Overſpread with Bluſhes.” [read- 
ing] Sir George, touched at her Confuſion, gently 
„ ſeized her Hand, and ſoftly preſſing it to his Bo- 
<< ſom, [acting it as ſhe reads] where the Pulſes of his 
Heart beat quick, throbbing with tumultuous Paſ- 
« fion, in a plaintive Tone of Voice breathed out, 
« will you not anſwer me, Emilia ? — Tender Crea- 
ture —“ She, half raiſing [reading and acting] her 
„ downcaſt Eyes, and half inclining her averted 
« Head, ſaid in faltering Accents—Yes, Sir!” — 
Well, now! — Then gradually recovering with 
„ incffable Sweetneſs ſhe prepared to addreſs him; 
„ when Mrs. Jenkinſon bounced into the Room, 
*«« threw down a Set of China in her Hurry, and 
<< ftrewed the Floor with porcelain Fragments: Then 
turning Emilia round and round, whirled her out 
of the Apartment in an Inftavt, and ſtruck Sir 
George dumb with Aſtoniſhment at her Appearance. 
She raved ; but the Baronet reſuming his accuſ- 
tomed Effrontery—— | 


* 6 3 9 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 73 
Ent er Nurſe. 


Oh, Nurſe, I am glad to fee you, — Well, and 


bon 


Nur. Well, Chicken! 

Pol. Tell me, tell me all this Inſtant. Did you ſee 
him? Did you give him my Letter? Did he write? 
Will he come? Shall I ſee him? Have you got the An- 
{wer in your Pocket? Have you 

Nur. Bleſſings on her, how her Tongue runs? 

Pol. Nay, but come, dear Nurſe, tell me, what did 
he ſay ? 

Nur. Say? why he took the letter 

Pol. Well! 

Nur. And kiſsd it a thouſand times, and read it 2 


| thouſand times, and 


Pol. Oh charming 

Nur. And ran about the nun. and bleſt himſelf, 
and, Heaven e us, curſt himſelf, and 

Pol. Very fine ! 

Nur. And vowed he was the moſt miſerable Crea- 
ture upon Earth, and the happieſt Man in the World, 


and- 


Pol. Prodigiouſly fine! excellent, my dear dear 
Nurſee [K:iffeng her.) Come, give me the Letter. 

Nur. Letter, Chicken! 2 letter? 

Pol. The Anſwer io mine. Come then ! | [mpatienth.] 

Nur. I have no letter. He had ſuch a feramble to 
write, by my troth I could not ſtay for it. 

Pol. Plhaw ! 

Nur. How ſoon your're affronted now! he ſaid he'd 
ſend it ſome time to-day. 

Pol. Send it ſome time io day I wonder now, [as if 
mufing.] how he will convey it. Will he ſqueeze it, 
as be did the laſt, into the Chicken-houſe in the 
Garden ? Or will he write it in Lemon-juice, and 
ſend it in a Book, like blank Paper? Or will he 
2 it into the Houſe, incloſed 1 in an Orange? Or 
will ge — 


B 2 Nur. 


16 POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


Nur. Heavens bleſs her, what a ſharp Wit ſhe has! 
Pol: I have not read fo many Books for nothing. 
Novels, Nurſee, Novels ! A Novel is the only thing to 
teach a Girl life, and the Way of the World, and ele- 
gant Fancies, and Love to the end of the Chapter. 
Mur. Yes, yes, you are always reading your fim- 
= Story-books. The Ventures of Fack this, and the 
iſtory of Betſy t' other, and Sir Humphrys, and Wo- 
men with hard Chriſtian Names. You had better 
read your Prayer-book, Chicken. | 

Pol. Why, ſo I do; but I'm reading this now 
| [Looking into the Book.] © She raved, but the Baronet” 
I really think I love Mr. Scribble as well as Emilia 
did Sir George. Do you think, Nurſee, I ſhould have 
had ſuch a good Notion of Love ſo early, if I had 
not read Novels? Did not I make a Conqueſt of Mr. 
Scribble in a ſingle Night at a Dancing? But my croſs 
Papa will hardly ever let me go out.—And then, I 
know Life as well as if I had bcen in the Beau Monde 
all my Days. I can tell the Nature of a Maſquerade 
as well as if I had been at twenty. I long for a mob- 
bing Scheme with Mr. Scribble to the Two-ſhilling 
Gallery, or a ſnug Party a little Way out of Town, 
in a Poſt-Chaiſe—— and then, 1 have ſuch a Head full 
of Intrigues and Contrivances! Oh, Nurſee, a Novel 
is the only Thing. — 

Nur. Contrivances! ay, marry, you have Need of 
Contrivances. Here are your Papa and Mama fully 
reſolved to marry you to young Mr. Ledger, Mr. 
Simeon the rich Jew's Wife's Nephew, and all the 
while your Head runs upon nothing but Mr. Scribble. 

Pol. A Fiddle- ſtick's End for Mr. Ledger! I tell you 
what, Nurſee, I'll marry Mr. Scribble, and not marry 
Mr. Ledger, whetber Papa and Mama chuſe it or no. 
And how do you think T'll contrive it? | 
Nur. How? Chicken ! 

Pol. Why, don't you know ? 

Nur. No, indeed. 
Pol. And can't you gueſs? 
Nur. No, by my Toth, not J. 


Pal. 
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POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 157 

Pol. O Lord, it's the commoneſt Thing in the 
World. — 1 intend to e 

Nur. Elope! Chicken, what s that? 

Pol. Why, in the vulgar Phraſe, run away, —— 
that's all. 

Aur. Mercy on us!-—Run away ! 

Pol. Yes, run away, to be ſure. Why there's no- 
thing in that you know. Every Girl elopes, when 


her Parents are obſtinate and 1ll-natur'd about marry- 


ing her. It was juſt ſo with Betſy Thompſon, and Sally 
Wilkins, and Clarinda, and Leonora in the Hiſtory of 


Dick Careleſs and Julia in the Adventures of Tom 


Ramble, and fifty others Did not they all elope? and 
ſo will I too. I have as much Right to elope, as they 
had, for I have as much Love and as much Spirit as 
the beſt of them. 

Nur. Why, Mr. Scribble's a fine Man to be ſure, 
a Gentleman every Inch of him! 

Pol. So he 1s, a dear charming Man!—Will you 
elope too, Nurſee ? 

Nur. Not for the varſal World. Suppoſe now, 
Chicken, your Papa and Mama 

Pol. What care I tor Papa and Mama? Have not 
they been married and happy long enough ago? and 
are not they ſtill coaxing, and ſondling g. and kiſſing 
each other all the Day long? W here's my dear Love, 
( mimic eng.] My Beauty ? ſays Papa, hobbling along 
with his crutch-headed Cane, and his ol : ανον,ty > Legs: 
Ah, my ſuceting, my precious Mr. t oney con. be, 
d'ye love your nown dear Wife? ſays Mama; and 
then they ſqueeze their hard Hands to each other, and 
their old Eyes twinkle, and they're as loving as Carly 
and N eſſecially if Mama has had a Cordial or 
tuo— EU! Nurſee! 

Nur. Oh fie, Chicken! | 

Pol. And then, perhaps, in come my utter A 
ſion, Mr. Ledger, with his News irom the Change, 
and his Change-alley & it, and his thirty per Cent. 
[ mimicking. ] and Stocks have riſen one and a half and 
three eigiuths. - PII tell ye what, Nurſec! they would 
make fine Characters for a Novel, all three of them. 

g 3 Nur 
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Nur. Ah, you're a graceleſs bird!—But I muſt £0 
—_— and watch if the coaſts clear, in Caſe of a 
ter 
| Pal. Could not you go to Mr. Scribble's again after 


* 
Nur. Again! indeed, Mrs. Hot-upon't! 
| Af. Dome, my dear Nurſee, do? and caſt 
at the Circulating Library, as you go along, for the 
reſt of this Novel—The Hi of Sir George Truman 
and Emilia —and tell the bookſeller to be ſure to ſend 
me the Britiſh Amazon, and Tom Faddle, and the reſt 
of the new Novels this winter, as ſoon as ever they 
come out. 
Nur. Ah, piſe on your naughty novels ! I fay. n 


N Ay, 20 now, my dear Nurſee, go, there's a 
good woman What an old fool it is! 2 her piſe 
on it—and fie, Chicken —and no, by my troth— 
[mimicking. Lord: what a ſtrange houſe I live in! 
not a ſoul in it, except myſelf, but what are all queer 
animals, quite droll creatures. There's Papa and Ma- 
ma, and the old fooliſh Nurſe. [Re-enter NURSE 
with a hand- box.] Oh, Nurſee, what brings you back 
ſo ſoon ? What have you got there? 

Nur. Mrs. Commode's prentice is below, and has 
brought home your new cap and ruffles, Chicken! 

Pal Let me ſee let me ſee opening the box 
Well, I ſwear this is a mighty pretty cap, a ſweet pair 
of flying lappets! Aren't they, Nurſee? Ha! 
what's this? [looking into the box. ] —Oh charming! a 
letter ! did not I tel! you ſo?——Let's ſee—let's ſee— 
(opening the letter haftily—it contains three or 1 ſheet. ) 
Joy of my foul—only hope. eternal blil—[dipps 
* into different places.) The cruel blaſts of coy neis A 
« diſdain blow oui the fl. me of love, but — the vir- 
* gin breath of kindneſs and blows it in a- 


« gain.” Prodigious pretty! is nt it, Nurſee? I turn- 
ing over the leaves. 

Nur Yes, that is pretty. —but what a deal there is 
on't! It's an old ſaying and a true one, the more 
chere faid the leſs there's done. Ah, they wrote other 


gueſs 


Wm" 3 Is ve 


POLLY HONEYCOMPP. 19 


fort of letters. wie. | was a gi... (vie ie alle 

Poll; reads ] | | 

Pol. Lord, Nurlee, if it was not for N:,v2ls and Love- 
letters, a girl would have no uſe for ner writing and 
reading. —But what's here? [reaing.] Potirv !— 
« Well may I cry out with Alon in the Reven 
4 bere did? thou jleal 'ho'e eyes? Frum heaven? 
« Thou did/t. and tis religion to adore them! 
Excellent! oh! he's a dear man! | 

Nur. Ay. to be (we! Bat you forget your let- 
ter carrier, eite er bring you another, if you don't 
ſpeak to ner K. . 

Pol. Speak io her! why T'll give her ſixpence. wo- 
man! Tell her ] am coming. —1 will but juſt read m 
letter over five or fix tungs, and go to her. —Oh, he's 


a charming man! [reading] Very fie! very 


ty !—He writes as well as Bob Lovelace—{kiffing the 
letter.) Oh, dear, ſweet Mr. Scribble! | 
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Scene changes to another Apartment. 


HONEYCOMBE and Mrs. HONEYCOMBE ar 
Brea ſaſ HONEY COMBE reading the New/- 


Paper. 

Mrs. Honeyc. My dear! [peewiſbly.] 
Honeyc. What d'ye ſay, my Love: f [fill reading.] 
Mrs. Honeyc. You take no notice of me.—Lay by 
that filly paper put it down—come then—drink your 
tea—You don't love me now. F 

Honeyc. Ah! my beauty! [looking very fondly. 

4 Honeyc. Do you love your own oear wife? ¶ ten- 
] 
"fangs Dearly.—She knows I do.—Don't you, my 
auty ? 

Mr. Honcyc. Ah, you're a dear, deur man! [rifing 
and kiffing Ka He does love her —and he's her own 
—— ſhe loves him moſt dearly and tenderly— 
that ſhe does. [kifeng him] 

Honeye My Be..uty ! I have a piece of news for you. 

Airs. Honeyc.” What is it: my Sweeting ! 

Honeye. The paper here ſays, that young Tom 
Seaton, of Alderſgate- Street, was married yeſterday 
at Bow Church, to Miſs Fairly of Cornhill. 

Mrs. Honeyc. A flanting, flaring huſſy! the a 
huſband ! — 

Honeyc. But what does my Beauty think of her own 
daughter ? 

Mrs. Honeyc. Of our Polly ? Sweeting ! | 
Honeyc. Ay, Polly: What for. < a wife d'ye think 

ſhe'll "ke my Lowe !—I corciuded every thing 
with Mr. Simeon yeſterday, and expect Mr. Ledger 
every minute. 

Ars. Heneyc. Think, my Sweeting ! — Why. I] tink, 
if ſhe loves him half fo well as I do my own dea men, 
that ſhe Il never ſuffer him out of her fight that abe'll 
Jook at hum witi pleaſfure—'rhey bath oole fandly.]—and 
love him—and kifs him and fondle pim—oh, ny dear, 

It's im cf, e to ſay how cearly I love you. [kiſſing 
and _— ] 


Enter 
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Enter LEDGER. 


Ledg. Heyday ! what now, good folks, what now ? 
ans ſo much in arrear ? or are you paying off 
principal and intereſt both at once? 

Honey. My dear Conſider Mr. Ledger is-— 

Mrs. Honeyc. What ſignifies Mr. Ledger ?—He is 
one of the family, you know, my Sweeting ! | 

Ledg. Ay, fo I am,—never mind me—never mind 
me. Tho' by the bye, I ſhould be glad of ſomebo- 
dy to make much of me too. Where's Miſs Polly? 

Honeyc. That's righi that's right. Here, John! 


Enter JOHN. 


Where's Polly? - 
obn. In her own room, Sir. 

Honeyc. Tell her to come here——and hark ye, 
John! while Mr. Ledger flays, I am not at home to 
any body elle. [Exit Jonx. 
Ledg. Not at home —are thoſe your ways ?—If I 
was to give ſuch a meſſage to my ſervant, I ſhou'd ex- 
pect a commiſhon of bankruptcy out againſt me the 
next day. | 

Honeyc. Ay, you men of large dealings—it was ſo 
with me, when I was in buſineſs —But where's this 
girl? what can ſhe be about? My Beauty, do ſtep 
yourſelf, and ſend her here immediately. 

Mrs. Honeyc. Iwill. my Sweeting ! [offering to kiſs bim.] 

Honeyc. Nay, my Love, not now—— 
Mrs. Honeyc. Why not now ?—| will. [Li ing him.] 
Good bye, Love.— Mr. Ledger, your ſervant !—B'ye, 
Deareſt ! Exit. 

Honeyc. Ha! ha! you fee, Mr. Ledger! you fee 
what you are to come to—but I beg pardon ! quite 
forgot—have you breakfaſted ? 
Led. Breakfafted! ay, four hours ago, and done an 
bundred tickets ſince, over a diſh of coffee, at Garray- 
way's. Let me tee, [pulling aut his catch blets my 


foul, it's eleven o'clock ! I wiſh Miſs 8 
| t's 
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It's Transfer-Day—I muſt be at the Bank before 
twelve, withour fail. 

Honeyc. Oh, here ſhe comes. Enter Pol. I. v. 
Come, Child! where have you been all this time ?— 
Well, Sir, I'll leave you together. Polly, you'll— 
ha! ha! ha!——Your ſervant, Mr. Ledger, your 
_ hs [Exit. 
[PoLLy and LeDGeR remain, —they fland at a great 

diſtance from each other.] 

Pol. [Afide.] What a monſter of a man!—What 
will the frightful creature ſay to me ?—I am now, for 
all the world, juſt in the fituation of poor Clariſſa, 
—and the wretch is ten times uglier than Soames 
himſelf. 3 

Ledg. Well, Miſs! 

Ful. [Afde.) He ſpeaks! what ſhall I ſay to him? 
Suppoſe I have a little fport with him. —1 will —Pll in- 
dulge myſelf with a few airs of diſtant flirtation at firſt, 
and then treat him like a dog. I'll uſe him worſe than 
Nancy Howe ever did Mr. Hickman.—Pray, fir, [to 
Ledger.) Did you ever read the Hiſtory of Emilia? 

Ledge. Not I, Miſs, not I.—I have no time to think 
of ſuch things, not I.—1 hardly ever read any thing, 
except the Daily Advertiſer, or the liſt at Lloyd's—nor 
write neither, except its my name now and then.— 
I keep a dozen clerks for nothing in the world elſe 
but to write. 

Pol. A dozen clerks !—Prodigious! 

Ledg. Ay; a dozen clerks. Buſineſs muſt be done, 
Mifs !—We have large returns, and the ballance muſt 
be kept on the right fide, you know.—In regard to laft 
year now Our returns from the firſt of January to the 
laſt of December, fifty-nine, were to the amount of 
fixty thouſand pounds, fterling. We clear upon an 
averape, at the rate of twelve per cent. Caſt up the 


welves in fixty thouſand, and you may make a pretty 
good gueſs at our net profits. 

Pol. Net Profits! 

Ledg. Ay, miſs, net profits. —Simeon and Ledger are 
names as well known, as * 


AR. A a 
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good for as much at the bottom of a piece of pa- 
But no matter for that you muſt know 
that I have an account to ſettle with you, Miis.— 


You're on the debtor fide of my books, I can tell you, 


Miſs. 

Pol. I in your debt, Mr. Ledger 

Ledge. Over head and ears in my debt, Miſs ! 

_ Pal. I hate to be in debt of all things—pray let me 
hh to be 
unn d 


Leg. Not fo faſt, Miſs! not fo faſt. Right reckon- 


| ing makes long friends. —Suppoſe now we ſhould com- 


1 and ſtrike a ballance in favour of 
Pol. How d'ye mean? Mr. Ledger! | 
Lede. Why then in plain Englith, Miſs, I love you 

-u marry you My uncle Simeon and Mr. Honey- 

combe have ſettled the matter between them I am 

fond of the match—and hope you are the ſame—There's 


the Sum Total. 


Pol. Lord, this is fo ſtrange !—Beſides, is it poſli- 


ble that 1 can have any charms for Mr Ledger? 


Ledge. Charms: Miſs ; you are all over charms.— I 
like you—1 like your perſon, your family, your ſor- 


 tune—] like you altogether—the Omniums— Eh, 


Miſs !—I like the Omniums—and don't care how large 
a premium I give for them. 

Pal. Lord, fir! 

Ledg. Come, Miſs. let's both ſet our hands to it, and 
fign and ſeal the agreement, without loſs of time, or 
hindrance of buſineſs. : ; 

Pol. Not fo faft, fir, not ſo fuſt —Right Reckoning 
makes long friends, you know——Mr. Ledger! 

Ledge. Miſs ! | . 
Pal. After ſo explicit and polite a declaration on your 
part, you will expect, no doubt, ſome ſuitable returns 


on mine. 


Ledg. To be ſure, Miſs, to be ſure—ay, ay, let's 
exanine the per contra. 3 

Ful. What you have ſaid, Mr. Ledger, has, I take 
it for granted, been very ſincere. 

Ledg. Very ſincere, upon my credit, Miſs! 
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Pol. For my part then, I muſt declare, however un- 
willing y —— _ | 
Led. Out with it, Miſs ! 1 
Pol. Thar the paſſion I emtertain for you is equally 


Lid Oh brave! 

Pol. And bac do with equal or more Gncerity— 

Led Thark you, Mi., 2 = 

Pol. I hate and de. eſi 

Led. How ! how! 

Pal. Loath and abho- — 

Led. hat! what! 

Pal. Your ſight is ſhocking to me, your converſation 
odious, and yeur paſſion N 

Led. Mighty well, Miſs ; mighty weli! 

Paul. You are a vile book of arithmetick, a table of 

ads, ſhillings, and pence You are aglier than a 
— of eight, and n ore tireſome than ine muliplica- 
tion 9 the Sum Total. 

_ 0 and blood | 

P 't talk to me—Get along—Or if you don't 
* the room, I will. 3 Ki 

Very fine, very fine, Mr. Honeycombe 
hall know this. . 

Ha! ha! . he goe: Ha! ha! ha !— 

I] have out-topped them all—Miſs Howe, Narciſſa, 
Clarinda, Polly Barnes, Sophy Willis, and all of them. 
None of them ever treated an odious feliow with half 
ſo much ſpirit.— his would make an excellent chapter 
- a new Novel. But here comes Papa — In a vio- 

lent paſſion, no doubt. No matter.— It will only fur- 
niſh materials for the next chapter. 

E ter HONEYCOMBE. 

Ms What is the meaning, miſtreſs Polly, of this ex- 
traordinary behaviour? How dare you treat Mr. Ledger 
ſo ill. and benave ſo urdutifully to your Papa and 
Mama:? You are a ſpoilt child Vour Mama and 
T have been too fond of you But have a care, young 
madam! mend your conduct, or you way be ſure, 

we'll make you repent on't. 4 
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Pol. Lord, Papa, how can you be ſo angry with me ? 
lam as datiful as any girl in the world ut 
there's always an uproar in the family about marrying 
the daughter, and now poor I muſt ſuffer in my turn. 

Hon. Hark ye, M:\s!-—Why did not you receive 
Mr. Ledger as your Lover? 13 

Pol. Lover I— Oh, dear Papa !—he has no more of 
a lover about him He never ſo much as caſt one 
languiſhing look towards me, never once preſt my hand, 
or ſtruck his breaſt, or threw himſelf at my feet, or 
Lord, I read ſuch a delightful declaration of jove in the 
new Novel this morning! firſt, Papa, Sir George True- 
IAN —— 

Hon. Devil take Sir George Trueman! theſe curſed 
Novels have turned the girl's head—Hark ye, hufly ! 
I could almoſt find in my heart to—1 ſay, huſſy, isn't 
Mr. Ledger a huſband of your Papa and Mama's pro- 
viding ? and ar'n't they the propereſt perſons to diſpoſe 
of you ? 


but my own.—Sure you would not confign 
bale of filk, to Ledger and Co.—Eh ! Papa! 
Hon. Her impudence amazes me.—Hark ye, huſſy, 
you're an undutiſul ſlut | 
Pol. Not at all undutiful, Papa — But I hate Mr. 
_ Ledger.—1 can't endure the fight of him 
Hor. 'T his is beyond all patience.— Hark ye, huſſy, 
I EE | 
Pol. Nay more; to tell you the whole truth, my 
heart is devoted 2 another. RA. an inſuperable 
paſſion for hin ; nothing ſhal ſhake my affettion 
for my dear Mr. Scribble. F 
Hon. Mr. Scribble !—Who's Mr. Scribble? Hark 
ye, huſſy, I'll turn you out of doors.—I 'I have you 
confin'd to your chamber—Get out of my fight—1'll 
have you lock'd up this inſtant. 
Pal. Lock'd up! I thought ſo. Whenever a poor 
C 


7 | girl 
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— 
of throwing one's-ſlf into the fireet upon 8 


ng on— 
ing catch'd in a gentleman's arm 
ouns, ['ll—— 


— Will you begone? I Exeunt, 6'th taſting. 
Scone changes 1 » POLLY” 
Enter SCRIBBLE, beat in 2 Ber. 
Nele 


hither ſafe and undiſcovered. Now for Miſs Polly ! 
here her letter: a true picture of her nonſenſical ſelf! 


— To my deareſt Mr. Scribble” [ Reading the direc- 
1A the ſeal Two Doves Billing, with this morto - 
* We two, 


——Pretty '——And a plain proof 1 ſhan't have much 


trouble with her. III make ſhort work on't—1'll carry 
her off to day, if poſſible Clap up a marriage at once, 
aud then down upon our marrow bones, and aſk pardon 
gl bleſſing of Tape and Mama. [N — * 
— we SUES, - ON. 


| 
| 
| 
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HONEYCOMBE wirbont. 


| Get along, | fay,—Up to your own chamber, hufly ! 


POLLY auzithout. 

Well, Papa, I am —— 

Scrib. O the devil !——Her father coming up with 
her !—What ſhall I do? [Running about.] Where ſhall 
I hide myſelf ?—1 ſhall certainly be diſcovered —[I'll 
get up the chimney.—Zouns ! they are juſt here—Ten 
to one the 0.d cuff may not ſtay with her I' pop into. 
this cloſer. - | EE Exit. 

Ester HONEYCOMBE ard POLLY. 

Hon. Here, wiſtreſs Malapert, tay here, if you pleaſe, 
and chew the cud of diſobedience and miſchief in pri- 
vate. 3 

Pol. Very well, Papa! 

Hon. Very well — What! you are ſulky now ! Hark 


ye, hufly, you are a ſaucy minx, and it's not very well. 


l have a good mind to keep you upon bread and 
water this month. I'li—I'il--But Fl fay no more 


Fil lock you up, and carry the key to your Mama— 


She'll take care of you.—You will have Mr. Scribble. 
Let's ſee how he can get to you now. [Shewwing the key. 
[Exit, locking the deor. 

POLLY aloe. 
And ſo I will have Mr. Scribble tos, do what you 
can, Old Squaretoes —I am provided with pen, ink, 
and paper, in ſpite of their teeth. —l remember that 


Clariſſa had cunning drawers made on purpoſe to ſecure 


thoſe things, in caſe of an accident. am very glad [ 
have had caution enough to provide myſeif with the 
ſame implements of intrigue, tho' with a little more 
ingenuity.—lndeed now they make ftardiſhes, and tea- 
cheſts, and dreſſing boxes, in all ſorts of ſhapes and 
figures—Burt mine are of my own invention.—Here 
I've got an excellent ink-horn in my pin · cuſhion And 
a tf of pens, and ſome paper in my fan. [Produces 
them.) I will write to Mr. Scribble immediately. I 
ſhall certainly ſee him eaves dropping about our door 
the firſt opportunity, and then I':! toſs it to him out of 
the window. 


[Sits daun to aurite. 
C 2 SCRIB. 
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SCRIBBLE putting his bead out of the door of the cliſtt. 

A clear coaſt, oth. old Codger's gone, and 

has lock d me up with his daughter So much the 

better Pretty Soul! what is ſhe about? Writing ?— 

A letter to me, I'll bet ten to one I'll go and anſwer 

it in propric porſond. | 
(Comes forward, and ou bekind Polly, iockin; 

over her ⁊vriti 
| POLLY — 

„ Me—in—your—Arms. let me ſee— What 
have 1 written? ¶ Reading.) Ny deareſt dear, Mr. 
32 

8 t 

POLLY reading. 

I am now writing in the moſt crucl cor finement. 
„Fly then, oh fly to me on the wings of love, releaſe 
« me fr. m this horrid gaol, 2 me in your 
« arms.” 

Ferib. That I will with all my heart. {Embracing her. 

Pd. Oh! Screaming.) 

Serib. O the devil l by do you ſcream ſo ?—1 
ſhall be diſcovered in ſpice of fortune. (running about.) 

Pal. Bleſs me ! is it you ? Huſh ! running to the door. ) 
N mud, father coming up ſtairs, I proteit. 

Scrib. Whathe duce ſhall I do ?—1'll run into the 


Pol. gain. he'll ſearch the cloſet. —Lo:d, here's 
no time to—he's under the table — (Scribble 
hides. )—Lie flill— What ſhall I ſay ? (fits down by the 


table.} 
Enter HONEVCOUEBE. 5 
Hen Ly 3 s all this noiſe ? 
P, ! (affe&ing ſurprixe. : 
Hon. What made you rea fo volenly 2 
Pal. Scream! Papa? 
Hen. Scream ? Papa !—Ay, ſcream, nuſſy ;—What 
made you ſcream ? 1 ſay. 
| Pol. Lord, Papa, I have never opened my lips, but 
WWW 
me 
Hon. I am ſure I thought I heard—But * 
ufly ; 


' POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 29 


huſly ; what's here ?—pens—ink—and paper !— Hark 
ye, huſly ;—How came you by theſe So! ſo! fine 
contrivances !—{ examining them )—And a letter _— 
too ! cruel confinement—wings of 

(reading) Ah, you forward flut !—But I am Clad 1 


| have diſcovered this—1'il ſeize theſe moveables.—So! 


ſo! now write, if you can—No body ſhall come near 
3 to him, if you can.—Now ſee how Mr. 


_ Scribble will get at you.—Now I have you ſafe, miſ- 


treſs ;—and now—ha, ha, — now you may make love 
to the table. Exit, locking the door. 
Pol. So I will —We'll turn the tables upon you. 
Come, Mr. Scribble. 
Scrib. Here am I, my Love.—This is lucky, and 
droll too.— Under the table ! ha, ha, ha; this is like 
making love in a pantomime—But, my dear, you ſhould 


not have ſcreamed ſo. 


Pol. Lord, who thought of you ?—TI was as much 
iſed as Sophy Weſtern, hen ſhe ſaw Tom Jones 


in the looking- glaſs. But what brought you here? 


Scrib, Love. 

Pol. What put you into that habit ? | 

Scrib. You and Love, my dear Polly, Y oa. —I wear 

r liv 

Pol. Lord! bow well it becomes him !—But why El 
livery ? Mr. Scribble. 

Scrib. Only to carry on our affair more ſecurely—a 
little amour in maſquerade, Do you Know me ? 


nuckin 
—_— —dt how il you ant 


Pol. Comical creature ! 
kere ? 
Scrib. Under Nis diſpuiſe, I pretended buſineſs to 
the Nuiſe, and ſhe brought me hither. 
Pel. Admirable !—this is a moſt charming Adventure; 
Scrib Isn't it? | 
Pol. And have you really a Gncere pailion for me ? 
Scrib. A ſincere paſſian rue as the needle to the 
pole, or the dial to ihe ſun. 
Pol. But, Ir. Scritble ! 
Scrib. My Dear 
Pal. De thizk I am as hardſame as Clariſſa, or 
"i %h Cle- 


30 POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


Clementins, or Pamela, or Sophy Weſtern, or Ame 
lia, or Narcifla, o 

Scrib. Handſome —you are a conſtellation of all 
their beauties blended together ——Clarifla, and So- 
phy, and the reſt of them, were but mere types of you. 
hut, my little Charmer, what was the meaning 
of all that uproar I beard juſt now, and of your being 
locked up in this manner ? 
Pal. You. 

Serib. I? | 

Pol. Yes, you. You was the meaning of it. They 
brought me an odious fellow for an hufband ; and ſo 1 
told them that he was my utter averſion; that I was 
enamoured with you, and you alone, and that my at- 
tachment was in iolable to my dear Mr. Scribble. 

Scrib. The duce you did! — prom = — 
your paſſion for me, to be ſure—But things were not 
quite ripe for that yet. _ N 

Pal. V. Ves, but they were ripe. ripe enoug — 
What dye think I don't know how to — 


beſt ? 
Scrib. O to be ſure! but then this being kept under 
„ like the old Cumudgeon's — 


lock and key 
ſpoils the finck Chan. 

Pal. What ſcheme ? 

Scrib. Why, a ſcheme to bring matters to iſſue at 
once. I was in hopes of ſecuring you for ever, this 
very day. I intended to have ſtolen ſlily down ſtairs 
with you, made a filent eſcape into the ftreet, have 
ſqueezed you into a chair in a twinkling, had you con- 
veyed to my lodging, and have ſtrutted thither with a 
« By 3 — before your chair in this 


Scrib. I muſt beg to be excuſed. 

Pol. Let us force the lock then——or take off he 
ſcrews of it——or ſuppoſe we ſhould contrive to 
Iuxsiſe at the door.) 

Scrib, S'death ! here's ſomebody coming, 5 


— 
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Pol. Huſh Stay ! [running to the dor and 
pceping through the key-hole. —— 0 no! it's only Nurſe. 
After unlocking the dior, Enter NURSE. 

Nur/e, Well, Chicken Where's Mr. Scribble. 

Scrib. O, Mrs. Nurſe, is it you ?—l am heariily glad 
to ſee you. 

Pol. Oh Nurſee you frighted us out of our little 
wits.— I thought it had been Papa or Mama. 

Nurſe, Ah, Chicken, I've taken care of your Mama 
— But I muſt not ſtay long Mr. Horeycombe brought 
her che key in a parlous fury, with orders to let nobo- 
dy go near you, except himſelf. —But I—I can'tchuſe 
but laugt——1 prevailed ca Madam to take a g'aſs 
extraoidinay of her Cordial, and have left her faſt 
aſleep in her own chan. ber. 
Pol The luckieſt thing in the world !——Now, Mr. 
— we may put your ſtratagem in practice this in- 


1 0 Wich ali my bean. -I wiſh we were out of 
the houſe. 


Pol. Away, away then 
Nurſe. Softly, Chicken, ſoftly !—Let me go before, 
to ſee that there's nobody in the way. Come gently 
down ſtairs. III ſet open the door of your cage, and 
then you may take wing as faſt as you pleaſe ——Ah, 
you're a {weet pair of turtles Cas 
Ferib. Tur les indeed] Come, my Dear We 
two, when we wooe, bill and cooe. 
8 Very well! —Vou're to walk before my chair, 


remember - Thi, is the fineſt Adventare 1 ever kd | 
in my life! 


[Exeunt, following the Nuxsr. 


Scene changes to Mrs. HONEYCOMBE', Apartment. 
Mi. HONEYCOMBE alone —ſeveral phials on the 
table, with labels. 


I am not at all well ro-day—[ yawn, as if juft waking.] 


 —Sucha quantity of tea in a morning, makes one quite 


Nervous—and Mr. Honeycombe does not chuſe it qua- 
lied. —-I have ſuch a dizzineſs in my head, it abſo- 
— turns round with me.— I don't think neither on 
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the Hyſterick Water is warm enough for my ſtomach, 


—[ muſt ſpeak to Mr. Julep to order me ſomething 
rather more comfortable. 


Enter NURSE. 
Nurſe. Did you call, Ma'am ? 


_ Mrs. Honey. Oh Norſe, is it 3 I did not 


call—Where's Mr. H 

Nurſe, Below ftairs in the 4 Madam. 0 
not think ſhe'd have wak d fo ſoon— lf ſhe ſhould miſs 
the key now, 3 to lay it down 
again ! (Afide.) 

Mrs. Honey. What d'ye ſay ? Nurſe ! 

Nurſe. Say? Ma'am !—Say !—I ſay, I hope you're 

a little better, Ma'am ! 
Mrs. Honey. Ok Nade, I am perfefily giddy with my 
Nerves, and ſo low-ſpi 


Nurſe. Poor gentlewoman ! ſuppoſe I give you a ſup 


\ out of the caſe of Italian Cordials, Ma am! that was 


ſent as a 


preſent from Mr. What d'ye-call-him, in 


| Crutched-Fryars—The Italian merchant with the long | 


name. 

Mrs. Honey. Filchy poiſon ! don't mention it !—— 
 Faugh! 14 names of them. —Vou know, 
Nurſe, I never touch any Cordials, but what come from 


the Apothecary's—What o'clock is it —len't it time 
1 Draught ? 


Nurſe. By my troth, I bel:eve it i: Let me ſee, I 


believe this is iI Tales up a phial, and ſiips the key abus 


the table.) * The Stomachick Draught to be taken an 
* hour before dinner. For Mrs. Honeycombe.” (read- 
ing the label )—Ay, this is it—By my troth, I am glad 
I've got rid of the key again. (fide) 

rs. Honey. Come then !—Pour it into a tea cup and 
give | aſraid I can't take it. It goes ſadly 


While þ He is drinking, HONEYCOMBE euithout. 


Run, John, run /—After them imwediately !——— 


Harry, do you :un too Stick cloſe to Mr. Ledger 
Don't return without them tor your life 


Nurſe. Good lack! good lack 4 diſcovered, 
25 ſure as the day. (A/ide.) 


— 
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Mrs. Honey, T.ord, Nurſe, what's the matter ? 

Nurſe. I don't know, by my troth. 

Enter HONEY COQMPE. 

Mrs. Honey. O, my Sweerting, I am glad you are 
come —[ was ſo frighted about you. (Ries, ard ſerms 
ai ſorder d.) 

Honey. Zouns, my Dear — 

Mrs. Honey. O don't ſwear, my Deareſt! 

Honey. Zouns. it's enough to make 8 parſon ſwear 
You have let Polly eſcape She's run away with a 
fellow. 

Mrs. Honcy. You perfectly aFoniſh me, my dear !— 
I can't poſſibly conceive—— My poor head aches too 
to ſuch a degree Where's the key of her chan. ber? 
(Scrms diforder'd.) ; 

Nurſc. Here, Madam, here it is. 

Humer. Zouns. I tell you | 

Mrs. Honey. Why here's the key, my Sweeiing ?f— 
I:'s abſolute:y impoſſib'e——it has lain here ever ſince 
you brought i: me not a ſoul has touched t—hare 
they, Nurſe? (ai orderez.) 

| Nurſe, Not a creature, [I'll take my Bible oath on't. 

Honey. I tell you, ſhe's gone I'm fore on't——Mr. 

Ledger ſaw a ſtrange footman put her into a char at the 


corner of the ſtreet—and He and John, and a whole 


Poſle, are gone in purſuit of them. 
Mrs. Honey. This is the moſt extraordinary circum- 


ſtance — It's quite beyond my comprehenfion——Bat 


my Sweeting muſt not be angry with his own dear wife 
it was not her fault, {fondling.) | 
Honey. Nay, my Love, don't trifle now. 
Mrs. Honey. I muſt——1 will | 
. Zouns, my Dear, be quiet !—l ſhall have my 


girl ruined for ever. 


LEDGER, wmuithout. 
2 way— this os is way—bring them along 
oney. Hark! they're coming Mr. Ledger has 
ice Gas ho. 
LEDGER, wither. 
Here — Mr. Honeycombe is in this room 
Come along e 
Ente, 
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Enter LEDER, PoLLy, and ScrinBLE, with Servants. 
Led. Here They are, Mr. H ! We've 
brought them back again. Here they are, Madam. 
Honey. Hark ye, Huſſy ! I have a good mind to turn 
you out of doors again immediately.——You are a diſ- 
grace to your family — You're a ſhame to 
Mrs. H ney. Stay, my dear, don't put yourſelf into 
ſuch a paſſion, —Polly, obſerve what I ſay to you—— 


Let me know the whole ci cumſtances of this affair—l 
don't at all underſtand Tell me, I ſay, — 


(Diſorder'd.) 

Honey. Zouns! I have no patience —Hark ye, 
hufſy !——Where was you going: Who does this 
fellow belong to ?—Where does he live—Who is he ? 

Pol. That gentleman, Papa, is Mr. Scribble. 

Honey. This ! is this Mr. Scribble ? 


Scrib. The very man, fir, at your ſervice —An hum- 


ble admirer of Miſs Honeycombe's. 


Pol. Yes, Papa, that's Mr. Scribble The ſove- 


reign of my heart——— The ſole object of my af - 


Mrs. Honey. What can be the meaning of all this ? 

Honey. Why, you beggarly ſlut — What, would you 
run away from your famiiy with a fellow in live- 
ry ? a footman ? 


Pol. A footman ! ha! ha ! ha ? very good; a foot- 


man 

Scrib. A footman, eh, my dear An errand boy ! 
——A ſcoundrel fellow in livery A good joke, 
faith! [Laughing with Polly.] | 

Pol. Why, Papa, don't you know that every gentle- 
man diſguiſes himſelf in the courſe of an amour? — 
Don't you remember that Bob Lovelace diſguiſed him- 
ſelf like an old man? Ard Tom Ramble like an old 
woman No Adventure can be carried on without 
Honey. She's certainly mad —ſtark mad. Hark 
ye, fir? Who are you ?——1'll hare you ſent to the 
Compter—You fhall give an azcount of yourſelf before 
my Lord- Mayor. | 

crib. What care I for my Lord- Mayor, or the whole 


court 
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court of Aldermen I— Hark ye, old Greybeard, I am 


a gentleman—A gentleman as well known as any in 
bg, ny 


g perſon. 

Led. As well known as any in the city !—1 don't be- 
lieveir—He's no good man I am ſure he is not known 
upon Change. 

Scrib. Damme, fir, what d'ye mean ? | 

Led. O ho! Mr. Gentleman, is it you -I thought 
I knew your voice—Ay, and your face too.—Pray, 
fir, — 2 you live with Mr. Traverſe, the attorney, of 
Gracechurch-Street ?—Did not you come to me laſt 
week about a of inſurance ? 

Scrib. O the Devil ! [ad I come to you fir 
never {aw your face before. (to Ledger.) 
Nurſe. Good lack | he'll certainly be diſ-overed. 
(Alide. 
Honey. An attorney's clerk Hark ye, friend —— 
Serib. Egad, I'd e inea of before in wole(gweg. 

— ye, 11 Nurſe N 

ſuſpect — Have not I heard you ſ a 
4 to Mr. Traverſe ?—Stop rk 

Scrib. Hands off, Gentlemen Well then] do go 
through a little buſineſs for Mr. Traverſe—What then? 
What have you to ſay to me now ? fir! 


_— Do, ma'am, ſpeak a good word 


Mrs. Honey. I underſtand nothing at \ 


| all of the mateer. 


| . Hark ye, Woman 1— He's 
'I'm ſure on -I Il turn you out of doors immediately. 
ou ſhall be 

Nurſe. I beg upon my knees that your honour would 

forgive me I meant no harm. Heaven above know: — 

(Nur je kneeling. 

Honey. No harm! what to marry my daughter to— 

I u have you ſent to Newgate—And you, [to Polly] 
you ſorry baggage ; d'ye ſee what you was — 

—You 
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— You was running away with a beggar—With y our 
Nourſe's _—_— buffy! 1 by 
Pol. Lord, Papa, what ſignifies whoſe nephew he is? 
He may be is, worſe for that, Who knows but 
he may be a Foundling, and a gentleman's ſon, as 
weli as Tom Jones ?—My mind is reſolved,--and no- 
thing ſhall ever alter it. 
1 bravo, Miſs Polly! A fine generous ſpirit, 
Faith! ; 
Honey. You're an impudent ſlut - Vou' re undone.— 
Mrs. Honey. Nay, but, look ye, Polly! —Mind me, 
Child Von know that I | 
Pol. As for my poor Mama here, you ſee, fir, ſhe 
is a little in the nervous way, this morning—When 
the comes to herſelf, and Mr. Juiep's draughts have 
taken a proper effect, ſhe'll be convinced I am in the 


Honey. Hold your impertinence !—Hark ye, Polly— 
Pol. You, my angelick Mr. Scribble [eo Scribble.] 
_ - Scrib. Ma chere Adorable ! 

Pol. You may depend on my conſtancy and affection. 
I never read of any lady's giving up her lover, to ſub- 
mit to the abſurd election of her Tl have you 
let what will be the conſequence.— I'll have you, tho 
we go through as many diſlreſſes as Booth and Amelia. 

Hon. Peace, hufly ! 

Pol. As for you, you odious Wretch (to Ledger.) how 
could they ever imagine that I ſhoald dream of ſuch a 
creature? A great He monſter! I would as ſoon be 
married to the Staffordſhire Giant —I hate you. You 
are as deceitſal as Blifil, as rude as the Harlowes, and 
as ugly as Doctor Slop. | Eæit. 

Led. Mighty well, Miſs, mighty well ! 

Scrib. Prodigious humour ! high fun, faith ! 
Hin She's downright raving—Mad as a March hare 

'n put her into Bedlam—1'll ſend her to her relati- 
ons in the country—T]: have her ſhut up io a nunnery 
_ 1——— a | 

Mrs. Hon. Come, my Sweeting, don't make your 

dear ſelf fo uncafy Don _— 
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Hon. Hark you, woman, (to the Nurſe.) I'll have yo 
committed to Newgate—['ll—— 

Nurje. Pray, your dear honour !—(Kneeling.) 

Hon. As for you, fir ! (ro Scribble.) Hark ye, Strip- 


Scrib. Nay, nay, old Gentleman, no bouncing 
3 your man, fir! I know what I'm 


our. 

Hon. Zouns, fir, and I know-— 

Scrib. Yes, fir, and I know that I've done nothing: 
contrary to the twenty-fixth of the King—Abore a 
month ago, fir, I took lodgings in Miſs Polly's name- 
and mine, in the pariſh of St. George's in the Fields 
— The bans have been aſked three times, and I could- 
have married Miſs Polly to day—So much for that. — 
And fo, fir, your ſervant.— If you offer to detain me, 


1 ſhall bring my action on the caſe for falſe impriſon- 


ment, ſue out a bill of Midd'eſex, and upon a Nor ef 

7nventus, if you abſcond, a Latitat, then an Alias, a- 

Plurics, a Non omittas, and ſo on—Or perhaps I may 

indi& you at the ſeſſions, bring the affair by Certiorar i 

into Buncum Regis, et cetera, et cætera, ct (atera—— 

Aud now — Stop me at your peril. | (Eart. 
( hile Scribble fpraks Nurſe ſneaks «f.) 

Hen. I am ſtana'd with his jargon, and confounded 
at his impudence.—I'Il put an end co th's matter 2: 
once—Mr. Ledger, you ſhall marry my daughter :0- 
morrow morning. 

Led. Not I indeed, my f iend! I give up my intereſt 
in her.—She'd make a terrible wife for a ſober citizen. 
— Who can anſwer for her behaviour ?—1 wou'd not 
underw:ite her for ninety per cent. (Exit. 

Zon. See there! ſre there! —My girt is undone, — 
Her character is ruined with all the world — Theſe 


_ dama'd Stor; Books !—What ſhall we do? Mrs. Ho- 


neyc-mbe, what {hull we do? 
M-s. Ha. Look ye, my Dear! you've been wror'g 
in every particular | 
Hun Wrong! 


1! Wrong! 


Mrs. Hon. Q ite Wong, my Dcar I—Iwou'dent 
My Teigeinels. „01 
EN , 


expoſe you beioic * „ 
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kuow, is fo leave the hole affair to me 
You are too violent Go, my dear, go and compoſe 
younclf, and I'll ſet all matters to rights Goin” turns 
back. } Don't you do any thing of your own head now 
»Truft it all to me, my dear '—Be ſure do, my Love. 


Exit. 

HONEYCOMBE, alone. ( 
Zouns, I ſhall run mad with vexation—I ſhall— 
Was erer man ſo heartily provoked ? -You ſee 


now, Gentlemen, {coming forward to the audie ce. 
what a ſituation I am in Inftead of happineſs 
and jollity My friends and family about me,— 
A wedding and a dance, And every thing as it 
ſhould be. Here am l, lef: by myſelf, De- 
ſerted by my ſon in-law Bully'd by an attorney's 
Clerk My daughter mad My Wife in 
the Vapours And all's in confufon. 
This comes of Cordials and Novels. Zouns, your 
Stomachicks are the Devii——— und a man might es 
well turn his daughter looſe in Covent-ga:den, as truſt 
the cultivation of her mind to 
A CIRCULATING LIBRARY. 


Written by Mr. GARRICK. 


Spoken by Miſs POPE. 


Enter, as POLLY, lau:hing—Ha! ha! ha 


Y poor Papa's in woful agitation — 
While 1, the cauſe, feel here, [ftriking her boſom.) 


no palpttation— 


Vie Girlie Reading, and ſuprrior notions, 


i bo from the fountain-head drink love s fweet potions, 


Pity our parents, when ſuch paſſion blinds em, 

One hears the good folks rave One never minds em. 

Till theſe dear books infus d their ſoft ingredients, 

Abbam d and fearful, I ava, all Obedience. 

7 hen my good Father did not florm in vain, 
1 blufs dard e -I ne'er do ſo again: 
But now ud bugbears can my ſpirit tame, 

I've conguer d Fear — Ard almofl conguer'd Shame; 

So much theſe Dear Inſtructors change and win us, 

Without their light aue nccr ſhould now what's tn 11 

Here wwe at once ſupply our childiſh cant. 
Novels are Hotbeds fer your forward Plants. 

Nat onl, Sentim:nts refine the Soul, 

But hence aue learn to be the omart and Drole; 

Each aul tard circumſarce for laughter jerves. 


From Nurs nonſenſe fo my father i NERVES: 


h Parent's tell us, t at our genius lies 
In mending linen aud in making pies, 
1 jet juch formal precepts at defiunce 
That frech wp pru::cnce, ncatneſi, and compliance : 
Leap thee eld bon us, and bold, ty ſet the Ppaticry, 


To be a Wit, Philojopher, and latter 


EPILOGUE. 


0 4 all Mid a:d Wives, my ſpirit feel, 
Wed make this topſy - turwy world to reel: 
Let us to arms !—Our Fathers, Huſbcnds, dare 
NoveLs will reach us all the Art of War : 
Our 20000 will ſerve for Trumpet and for Drum; 
A Tl be your Leader Genera! Honzycones ! 
Too * ** buman nature gone aſtray, 
Daughters ſhould govern, Parents ſhould 
Man foould jubmit, os aac Ber bo wed, 
And b:arts of 2 Aouli yield to wiſer heads : 
T fee you ſmile, bold Britons !—but 'tis tu = 
Beat You the French ; But let _— Wives Beat 
You. 


